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And if thou art of spleen so slow to rouse As quit thy score by thieving from a thief And leave him scatheless else, thou art no
chief
For Tydeus' son, who sees no end of strife But in his own or in his foeman's life." So he.    Then Pyrrhos spake : " By that
great shade
Wherein I stand, which thy false Paris made Who slew my father, think not so to have
done
With Troy and Priam ; for Peleides' son Must slake the sword that cries, and still the
ghost
Of him that haunts the ingles of this coast, Murdered  and   unacquit  while  that  man's
father Liveth."
Then leapt up two, and both together Cried, " Give us Troy to sack, give us our
fill   ' Of gold and bronze; give us to burn and
kill!"
And Aias said, " Are there no women then In Troy, but only her ?    And are we men Or virgins of Athen6 ?"    And the dream Of her who served that dauntless One made
gleam
His shifting eyes, and stretcht his fleshy lips Behind his beard.
Then stood that prince of ships